ELLEN   TERRT
To meet him.,  crowned victor of my
will, On my last voyage ;  but the wind has
failed; Growing dark, too, but light enough to
row, Row to the Blessed Isles !  the Blessed
Isles! There, league on league of ever-shining
shores,
Beneath an ever-rising sun. I see him. Why comes he not to meet me? It is
the crown offends him, And my hands are too sleepy to lift it
off. Camma!   Camma!   Sinnatus !   Sinna-
tus!    (Dies.)
And so the curtain falls upon a double death, and a magnificent picture.
140